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250 copies printed at the press by 
Clifford Burke & Nancy Lehman. 


Redwood Haiku 
& Other Poems 
by Lew Welch 


Cranium Press: San Francisco: 1972 


Skunk Cabbage 


rt Mustache 
Slowly in the swamps unfold 
great yellow petals of a 


savage thing, a don’t lick it 


tropic thing— You'll get cold sores 
While no stiltlegged birds watch, | if you rai 


No monkey screams, 
Those great yellow petals 
Unfold. 


If you have a mustache, 


or even get hit 
You'll bite your tongue 


2 
Rank plant. 


Getting Bald 


I'm going to wear my hair 


as long as I can 


as long as I can. 


Inflation 
for Neil Davis, Innkeeper 


At 50 cents 

Ican buy my second drink 

with change from the first. 

At 60 cents 

I have to wait for my third drink 
before Ican buy it 

with change from the first two. 
At 70 cents 

I have to wait for the fourth drink 
before I can buy it with change. 


You have left me penniless, 


and drunk. 


I sometimes talk to 
Kerouac when I drive 


Jack? 

Yesterday I thought of something 

I never had a chance to tell you 
and now I don’t know what it was 
Remember? 


— 


\ 


Difficulty along the Way 


Seeking Perfect Total Enlightenment 
is looking for a flashlight 

when all you need the flashlight for 
is to find your flashlight 


Com portment 


Think Jew 
Dance nigger 
Dress and drive Oakie 


Law 


He who chooses for the chicken 


gives bounty for the Bob-Cat 


Redwood Haiku 


Orange, the brilliant slug— 
Nibbling at the leaves of 


Trillium 


Springtime in the Rockies, Lichen 


All these years I overlooked them in the 

racket of the rest, this 

symbiotic splash of plant and fungus 
feeding 

on rock, on sun, a little moisture, air— 

tiny acid factories dissolving 

salt from living rocks and 

eating them. 


Here they are, blooming! 

Trail rock, talus and scree, all dusted 
with it: 

rust, ivory, brilliant yellow green, and 

cliffs like murals! 


Huge panels streaked and patched, 
quietly, 


with shooting-stars and lupine at the base. 


Closer, with the glass, a city of cups! 
Clumps of mushrooms and where do the 
plants begin? Why are they doing this? 
In this big sky and all around me peaks & 
the melting glaciers, why am I made to 
kneel and peer at Tiny? 


These are the stamps on the final 
envelope. 


How can the poisons reach them? 
In such thin air, how can they care for the 


loss of a million breaths? 
What, possibly, could make their ground 


more bare? 
Let it all die. 


The hushed globe will wait and wait for 
what is now so small and slow to 
open it again. 


As now, indeed, it opens it again, this 
scentless velvet, 
crumbler-ofthe-rocks, 


this Lichen! 


